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" Olga," All cried. " Please wait here- I'm really
sorry for what has occurred."
Olga seated herself on the lower bunk. "Well,
perhaps we'd better have this out once and for ail," she
said wearily, "When I married you, I thought you
realized that I'd never submit to be treated as a slave.
Unfortunately I was mistaken. If I even speak to
another man you behave as though I were unfaithful.
That's a ridiculous attitude and I'll never tolerate it.'*
Ali was surprised at Olga's boldness* "Give me
another chance/' he pleaded. "You can't think how
humiliated I'll feel if you confide in the Wests or in other
passengers. I was wrong, I admit it, but I repeat that
it's only my love for you that drove me to act as I did*
If you only showed a little consideration for me, disputes
such as this would never arise*"
" Then you'll apologize to Mr, Carter ? "
" Olga, I can't; he was cuddling you*"
" Rubbish. He wasn't. There isn't even that excuse
to justify your rudeness to him."
The gong sounded for lunch*
" Just one more word," said Olga, " before we go to
the dining-room. Do you intend to drop your foolish
suspicions and be amiable and behave normally or not; yes
or no?"
" Yes," replied Ali anxious for a respite.
*c Right, I'll take you at your word. If you stick
to it, more disputes such as this won't arise/'
They entered the dining-saloon. Ali with a sullen
expression that had become habitual, Olga with a watery
smile. That afternoon there was a fresh soulfulness in
her playing. In her art alone did she find consolation.
When she had concluded Beethoven's Moonlight Sonata
she felt purified from the froth of worldiness that was
smirching her ideals. She yearned to devote her whole
life to her music, to be free from human contacts, duties,
interests that brought her worst characteristics into play.